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TheT ragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. O thou fhouldftnot a beleeued me! 

Go to a Nunnery goe, why Ihouldft thou 

Be a breeder offinners? I am nwfeife indifferent honeft 

But I could accufe.my felfe of fucH crimes ' 

It had becnc better my mother had nc’re borne me 

O I am very prowde, ambitious, difdaiuefull, ’ 

With more linnes at my becke, then I haue thoughts 
To put them in, what fhould fuch fellowts as I & 

Do, crawling between heauen and earth? 

To a Nunnery^ goe, we are arrant knaues all, 

Beleeuc none oi vs, to a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. O heauensfecurehim! i 
Ham. Wher’s thy father? 

Ofel. At home my lord. i 

Ham. For Gods fake let the doores be (hut on him, 

He may play the foole no where butin his 
Owne houfc:to a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Help him good God. 

Ham. If thou doll marry, He giuc thee 
This plague to thy dowry: " 

Be thou as chafteas yce, as pure as fnowc, 

Thou lhalt not fcape calumny, ro a Nunnery got* 

Ofel. Alas, what change is this? 

Ham. But if thou wilt needes man y, marry afoole, 

For wifemen know well enough, 

What monfters you make of them, to a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Pray God reftore him. 

Ham. Nay, I haue heard ofyeur paintings too, 

God hath giuen you one face, 

And you make yourfdues another, 

You fig, and you amble, and you nickname Gods creatures, 
Making your wantonndTe, your ignorance, 

A pox, t’is feuruy, lie no more of it. 

It hath made uie madde :11c no more marriages, 

All that are married but one,fball hue, 
f he reft fliall kcepeas they are, to a Nunnery goe, 

To 


Prime of Denmark. 

To a Nunnery goe. exit. 

Ofe. Great God of heau en,what a qmcke change is this? 
The Courtier, Scholler,Souldier, all in him, 

AH dafht and fplinterd thence, O wows me, 

To a feene what I haUe feene,fee what 1 fee. exit. . 

King Loue? No, no, that’s not the caufc. Enter King and 
Some deeper thing it is that troubles him. Corambts. 

Cor. Wel.fomething it is: my Lord, content you a while, 
J will my felfe goe feele him:let me worke. 

He try him euery way : fee where he comes, 

Send you thole Gentlemen, let me alone 
T o finde the depth of this, away, be gone. exit King. 

Now my good Lord, do you know me? Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Y ea very well, y ’are a filhmonger. 

Cor. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then fir, I would you were fo honeft a man, 

' For to be honeft, as this age goes, 

Is one man to be pickt out til ienne thoufand. 
for. What doe you readc niy Lord? 

Ham. Wordes,wordes. 

for. W hat’s the matter my Lord? 

Ham. Betweenewho? o 

Cor. I meane the matter you reade my Lord. 

Ham. Mary mod vile herefie: 

For here the Satyricall Satyre writes, 

That olde men haue hollow eyes,weakebackcs. 

Grey beardes, pittifull weake harames, gowty legges, 

All which fir, I moft potently belceue not: 

For fir, your felfe lhalbe olde as I am, 

Iflikc a Crabbc, you could goe backeward. 

for. How pregnant his replies are, and full of wit: 

Yet at firft hetooke me for a filhmonger: 

All this comes by loue, the vemencieof loue. 

And when I was yong, I was Very idle, 

And fuffeied much extafic in loue, very neerc this: 

Will you walke out of the aire my Lord? 

E 2 Ham. 



